God! hovv I grieve that death has overtaken

s**

the painter with your grace who first bewitched me.
The distance where I stood the dart did weaken,

and scarce upon my garments' folds it reached me.
But by your voice's near acquaintance shaken,

so soft the ardent sight of you beseeched me
that, as the arrow fell, my heart did quicken

not with your face but love's, whose madness

touched me.
By your view blinded, where passion has her dwelling,

I dared not that supremacy accost

lest I be burned by infinite Apollo*
Three months I waited, tell the archer knelling

my doom beneath the rain of arrows lost,

slave of the bow, what could I do but follow?
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